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The <dMerchant of Venice. 


ning, but at the next turning of all on your left; rnarrie 
at the veriencxt rurning,tume of no hand s but turn down 
indiredlie rathe Jewcs houfe. 

Gok Be Gods fonties 'twill be a hard waie tohit 5 can 
you tell me whether one Lamcek? that dwek with him, 
dwell with him or no. 

Lmn t Talkcyouof yong Mafter LmnceUt y marke 
[uenow, now will I raife the waters ; talks you of yong 
Maifter LattnceUt? 

Gob, NoMaiflerfu.buc a poore mans fonne, his Fa- 
ther though I fay't is an honeit exceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well to liue. 

Lan. Well jlet ins Father be what a will, wee talfce of 
yong Maifter LaumeUt. 

Gob. Your worfhips friend and L*unalct. 

Z<?««.ButIpraie you ergo old miu^rgo \ befcech you, 
talke you of yong Maifter Lmmeht % 

Cjok Of Laumekt^nt pleofeyour maifterfhip, 

Lm.SrgB Maifter h&ncelet .talke not ot maifter Lmce- 
/^Father^for the yong gentleman according to fates and 
dcftinics 5 and fuchodde fayings^hc fiOcrs duee,& ftJch 
branches oF learning, is indeede decchfed, or as you 
would fayinplaine tearmesjgone to heancu, 

CjqK MarrieGod forbid, the boy was the veric ftafte 
of my age 5 my veric prop, 

Lm* Do I look like a cudgell or a hbuell-poft^a fiaffe 
or a prop; doe you know me Father* 

Goh~ Alacke the day, I know you not yong Gentle- 
man 5 but I praieyou tell me^is my boy God reft his fcule 
aliueor dead, 

La n m Doe you not know me Father* 

Gob* Alacke fir I am fand bhndc,! know you not, 

Lan m Nay, indeede if you had your eies you might 
futile of the knowing me: it is a wife Father that knowes 
his ownc childe* WelljOu! man,! will tell you newes of 
your fo^giue me your bleumgjcruth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid Jong.a mans forine may^but in the 
end truth will out. 

Praieyou fir ftand \p 3 I am fare you arc not 
Lance let my boy* 

Lan* Praie you let s haue no more fooling about 
it, but giue nice your biefling ; I am Lance/a your 
boy that was, your fonnc that is, your childc that 
fBallbe, 

Gok I cannot thinke you are my fonne* 

Lax* 1 know not what I fhall thinke of that ; bttc I am 
Lancelet the lewes man, and I am fure Margme your wife 
is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margcrie indeede, tie be iworne if 
thou bzlancdet^ thou art mine ownc flefli and blood : 
Lord worfhipt might he be 3 what a beard haft chou got; 
thou haft got mote haire on thy chin 3 then Dobbin my 
philhorfehas on his taiic- 

■Lm. It fhould fecme then that Dobbins taile 
growes backeward, I am fure he had more haire of his 
taile then 1 haue of my face when I loft fa w him. 

Gob. Lord how arc thou changed: how dooft thou 
and thy Mafter agree, I haue brought himaprefent;how 
grceyounow? 1 

Zrt** g WelljWelhbut for mine owne parkas I hauc fee 
vp my reft to run awaie, fo I will not reft till I haue run 
fom^ ground ; my Maiftcr's a veric /w, giue him a pic- 
fen:, giue him a baker, 1 am famifhr in his feruice. You 
may tell eueric linger I haue with my ribs : Father I am 
glad you are comCj giue mc your prefent to one Maifter 
Baffknia^m indeede gi ties rare new Liuories, if I feruc 


not him,! will run as far as God has anie gronnd, 0 
fortune, here comes the man, tohimfatherj forla^ 
if I ferue the Acinic longer, 1 

Enter "Baffkxio with a follower er two. 

Baf You may doe fo, but let it be fo hafied tK 
ftipper be readte at the fartheft byfiuc of the clock 
fee chefe Letters deliuered > put the Liueries to ma [ : 
iug 3 and dsEiz Gratidw to come anoncto myl 0t ) v 
ing. S- 

L&n* To him Father. 

Gq&* God bleffc your worfhip. 

GramerciCjWould^ft thou ought with 

GoL Here*s my fonnc fir,a pooxe boy, 

Lm, Not a poore boy fir 5 but the rich Inves maQtha 
would fir as my Father frail fpecifie. 

Ge&, Hehatha great infeftionfir^ asone>votil(Jf 
to ferue, ^ 

Lm. Jndcedeeheffiort and the long }$ f I ferueth 
/fjv 7 and haue a defire as my Father fliall fpeeifie, * ? 

Got, His Maifter and he(fauing your worfhipsreue 
rence)are fcarcc catcrconns. 

Lm, To bebriefe, the verie truth is 5 that the 
hatting done me wrong, doth caufe me as my Father be 
ing I hope an old man fhall frutifie vnto you, 

G&k I haue here a difh ofDoues that I would beflow 
vpon your worfl^p^nd my fuite is. 

La>i, In verie briefe, the fuite is impertinent torn? 
fdfcyj&your worftip fhall kuow by this honeft old man 
and though I fay i^ the ugh old man^yet poore man my 
Father, I 

73af t On e fpeakc for both a what would you } 

Lm, Setueyoufir* 

Gob. That is the verie dcfcSofthe matter fir. 

B*iff. I know thee welljthou haft obtajn'd thy fu^ 
Sbyl&cket\xy Maifter fpokc with me this daie^ 
An d bach prefer'd thec ,if it be preferm e tit 
T& leaue a rich ferns ieruke 5 to become 
The foikaver ot fo poore a Gentleman^ 

Cte. The old prouerbe is veric well parted between 
my M s uter Sfaiocl^ and you fir, you haue the grace of, 
God fir, and he hath enough, 

Btff Thou fpeaVft it well; go Father with thy Sob, 
Take leaue of thy old Maifter,and enquire 
My lodging outj giue him a Liiaerie 
More garded then his fellow es : fee it done. 

CA?* Father in,i cannot get a feruice^no,! hauenert 
atonguein my hcad^well : if anie man in //^fehaucp 
fairer table which doth offer to f wcare vpon a bookc, I 
fhall haue good fortune \ goe too, here's"^ fimple lint 
of life, here's a frnali trifle of wiues, alas^fifteenevfjEies 
is nothing, a leuen widdowes and nine maidesisalmi- 
pie comming in for one man, and then to ftapc draw* 
iiing thrice, and to be in peri !1 of my life with the edge 
of a featherbed, here are fimple feapes : weJL, if Fortune 
be a woman, flie^agood wench for this gerc: Father 
comejle take my leaue of the /« in the twinkling. 

SxitChmt* 

Baf* I praie thee good Leonardo ttimke on this t 
Thcfe things being bought and orderly beftowed 
Returne in hafle,for I doe fcaft to night 
My beft efteemd aequaintance^hic thee goe- 

LtM.My beft endcuors lhall be done herein,^ if 
Enter GrMimv* 

Grs, Where's your Maifter* 

L$w* Yonder 


--X^^ndcrfir he wilkcs. 
m. Signior Tafam, 

Gr^ I haue a fute to you. 

Baf* Youhaueobtaip'djt- ] 

ol\ Youmuftnotdeme «J muft §9SW* y«» 

BC S Why then you muft ] but heare thee Gmi^o, 

Thou art to wilde,torude,and bold afvoyce, 

Parts that become thee happily enough 

Ind iafuch eyes as ours appears not raults; 

tc where they are not knb wne, why there they {how 

Something too hbcrall, pray.thee take paine ■ 

TbalUy widi fonne cold drops ot mode ft ie 

Thy skipping fpiritjleaft through thy wildebehauiour 

ibemifcoEirterdin ihcplace 1 goe to. 

And loofc my hopes. 

Gw* Signor BaJfanw^hcKic me, 
Ifl doe not put on a fober habite, 
Xalke with refpec^and fweare but now and than, 
Wewcpfayer bo^kes in my pocketdooke demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is faying hood mine eyes 
Thus widi my hat, and figh and fay Amen: 
Vfeall theobferuance ofciuillicie 
Like one well ftu died in a fad oftcnt 
Topleafehis Grand am,nencr truft me more* 
Well, we Qiall fee your bearing. 

qra. Nay but I barre to night 5 y ou fhall not gage inc 
By vvhat we doe to night. 

Baf* No that were pitiie, 
I would i ntrea te yo u r athe r to p u c on 
Your boldcft.fuitc of mirth t for we haue friends 
That purpole merriment: but far you well, 
Ihatie fomcbufinefle. 

Cra, And Imufttoior^yS and thereft, 
Bucwcwillvifireyou at fupper time, Uxemt* 

Enter lejptca and the 0mnc. 

Itf. I ani.forry thou wilt leaue my Father fo. 
Our houfe is hell,and thou a mcrrie diuell 
Did'ft rob it of fome tafte of tedioufnefie ; 
But far thee well ,ihere is a ducat for thee, 
A.n&&4ve*l£t t foonc at fupper ftia It thou fee 
LsrettzffjWho is thy newMaifters gueft, 
Giue him this Lettered oc it fecrctly. 
And fo far well : I would not haue my Father 
Sec me talke with thee* 

C/tf. Adue^tcarcs exhibit my ton gue,mo ft bcautVfulI 
Paga^ moft fwcete Iew,ifaChtiftian doe not play the 
knaueand get thee, I am much deceiued; but adue ? thefc 
foolifh drops doe fomcwhat drownc my manly fpirit; 

«l" c - Exit. 

lef Farewell good Lmcdet* 
Alacke,what hainous finncis itinmc 
To be afhamed to be my Fathers childe, 
But chough I am a daughter to his blood, 
lam not to his manners : O Lorenzo 
Ifthoukeepe promife I ftiall end this ftrife, 
BecomcaChriftian # andthylouingwifc- Exit* 

Nay.we will flinke awa.y b:fupp^r time, 
Dl ^ mr V> W lodging.and^eturne all in an houre. 
7? ^r 1 *™ 01 m ^de good preparation, 
5*U Wehanenot fpoke Vs y^tof Tojeh-bearcrs; 


Sd, Tis vile vnloffeit may be quaintly ordered. 
And better in my mindenot vnderrooke. 

Lot. Tis now but fourc of clock, we haue two botircs 
To furhiih friend Lancelet what's thenewes. 
Enter LAXctUt with a Lettar* 

Lax. And it (ball pleafe you to breakup cbis, fliall it 
feeme to fignific. 

Lor* Iknow the handdn faith 'tis a fake hand 
And whiter then the paper it writ on, 
I the taire hand that writ. 

Gra m Loue ne wes in faith. 

La»m By your leaue fir* 

Lot, Whither goeft thou? 

Lm. Marry fir to bid my old Matter rhe/wtofup 
to night with my new Matter the Chriftian, 

Lor. Hold here,take this^tell gentle leffica 
I will not faile her,fpeake it priuacely ; 
GoGentlemcnj will you prepare you forthisMasketo 
night, 

I am prouided of a Torch-bearer, Exit* Clowns* 

S£. Imarry^ilc begone about k ftra t. 
Sal. And fo Willi. 

lor. Mcetemeand(7r^wtfatffmrtWiodajng 
Somehoure hence. 

Sat* Tis good wedofo* jp A ,^ 

Gra. Was not that Letter from fikei^*? 

Mr* Imuft ncedev tel] thee all 3 (he hathdireflcd 
Howl fhailtaice her from her Fathers houfe, 
Wh.at gold and jewels flie is furnifht with, 
What Pages fuitefhehath in readinelfe; 
If ere the herf athcr come to heauen, 
It will be for his gentle daughters fake j 
^Aud ncuer dare jnufortune croffe her foote, 
Vnlefte fhc doe it vnder this excufc, 
Thacrtie is iflue to afait hlclfc Itw : 
Come goe with me,pervfe this as thou goeft, 
Faire tefiica Jhall be my Torch- bearer, £^ 

Enter lew^d hk mm that. w& the Clm*?, 

hi*. Wel^thou fhall fec.chy eyes fhall be thyiuigc, 
The difference of old Sbjlnkg and Baffmte ; 
What hjfua, tiiou fhak not gurmaiu'ize 
As thou haft done with me iwlvu fefflca} 
Andfleepe.and fuore^nd lend apparreli out. 
Why hfm I fay. 

Q*. Whyhffiea. 

Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not bid thee call 

Ch. Yourworfhip was wont to tell me 
I could doe nothing without bidding. 

£nt#r leffica 

lef Call you? what h your will? 

Shy. I am bid forth to fupper fejfm. 
There are my Keyes : but wherefore fliould I go? 
I am not bid for loycjthey fiattrr me T 
But yetlle goe in hatc 3 to fecde vpon 
The prod i gall Chriftian. lejfica my girl e, 
Looke to my houfe, I am right loath to goe, 
There is fomeillabruing towards my reft, 
For I did dteame of money bags to night* 

Ch % I befcech you fir goe.my yong Maftcr 
Doth expeft your reproach. 
Shy. So doc I his* 

Ch. And they haue ednfpked together, I will not fay 
youlhall feeaMa^ke, but jfypy doe, then it was not 
nothing that mjtaofc fell a bleeding on blacke monday 
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